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Yesterday:
el “m knows wmuckh more
the Nenthorne murder than
telling, When P.I::lu Te-
| mw:? :‘..‘.'.2.‘ wilg Rea™
mentloned. "‘lls Tied' wran my
mncle” he tells Davwson.

CHAPTER X

8 Dawson astared at him in-

credulously, John Douglas con-
tinued: *1 was named for him.
He's been missing for years now,
We have reason to believe he is
dead. What has he to do with this
Benthorne murder?”

“Just a minute, son,” Dawson
countered. "T'll ask the questions,
and perhaps answer a few, too,
How old would your uncle be if
he were still alive?

“Between 70 and 80."

“Ummm. And what makes you
think he i dead?”

+1 ean't tell you all of that right
now, Captaln. I can't tell you all
I know about Benthorne., I can't
even tell you why I came here last
night But {f you'll let me talk to
Ara, alone, for n few minutes—"

“What possible reason could
your uncle have—supposing he
were alive—to kill Benthorne!

Douglas shook his head. “Why
name a dead man as a suspect?”
he countered.

Dawson settled back in his chalr,
fished In his wallet for a folded,
wrinkled plece of paper, studied It
ntently. At last he handed it over
to Douglss, saying:

“You may as well know that
your admission that ‘Big Red' &
your uncle, puls you in even @
better spot as the No. 1 suspect of
Benthorne’s murder. Here, read
this™

Douglss read “I will be killed
tonight—" , . . a woman named
Ara . ., . prospector . . . ‘Blg
M‘l.

“Aral” he whispered.

Dawson reached out, took the
paper from Douglas® hand, “T've a
hunch about you, Douglas, and I'll
let you talk to Ara, alone. She
should still be in the dining room.”

. & @
OHN DOUGLAS' precipitous en-
trance snd his Ml-considered

babbling had left Ara inwardly
raging. What a fool, she thought,
to have come here immediately.
It he had only walted until the
first editions were on the sireets
with the Benthorne murder story.
But now, anything she might say,
even fthe truth, would have to be
proved. And Dawson was no or-
dinary detective.

A look of imperturbable calm
masked her inward emotional
turmoil s she turned back to the
table, Joey di Torlo stirred his
coffee nolsily. Krone eyed her as
the sat down. Only Helen Ben-
thorne seemed entirely undise
lurbed by the interruption. Ara
nibbled on a plece of foast, kept
ber eyes focused on her plale,

After a few minutes, Joey an-
nounced: “Must have left my cig-
erets in the other room. Coming,
Krone?"

“Yeah, I'll go with you" The
fetective mumbled something in
Mrs. Benthorne's direction as the
two men left the dining room.

“I hope you are enjoying your
breakfast" Mrs, Benthorne =ald,
after an Interval of silence. There
was no cordlality in her volee.

Ara nodded.

*Just what do you plan to do
now?" Mrs, Benthorne demanded.

“1 know you must hate me, Mrs.
Benthorne," Ara snswered as she
rose from the table, faced the
beautiful young widow. “You
have reason to. But there is noth-
Ing of yours that I want I in-
lended leaving here ps quickly as
passible. I feel only pity for you
Now, I want to forget—every-
thingl"

“There is one thing I am sure
you want to forget,” Mrs. Ben-
thorne's words were sharp edged.
"But I doubt {f Captain Dawson
will let you. But Jet me wamn
you"— her wvolce rose—"if you
try anything, i you tell anything,
I'l—=1n—"

“You might kill me, is that what

oure trying to tell me, M,

enthorne? Ara's eyes blazed.
“T could make things rather un-
plossant for you, but don't worry
about it—1I don't Intend to, I want
nothing that you can give me, And
I don't hale you. My hate is dead,
Nothing matters—now.”

Mrs. Benthorne’s face became
trimson as she started to answer.
"Why—you—you—" But her en-
Igmatic smile returned when she
Elimpsed Dawson and Douglas
leaving the siudy, “Be quiet, now,"
#he ordered Ara. “Here comes the
detective, 170 see you later.” . , .

And s Dawson entered . . .
“Your breakfast suggestion was
quile right, Captain. A little cof-
fee has done wonders for me."
“T thought o, Mrs. Benthorne,"
Dawson answered, “Will you come
with ﬂ'::' now, Mra. Benthorne?
'n 1o search the house for
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a gun—the gun—and 1 should
prefer that you were along."

“It you Insist, Captain'
#“John, you'd better have some
food, too,' Dawson said, “The
butler will bring you coffee and
toast and whatever elsa You

want.”
. " L

OHN ate in sllence, Only when
Ara rose and started to leave
did he turn to her.
®Ara, the time has come to tell
the truth, You and 1 are going to
be accused of a murder, if we
don't tell Caplain Dawson all the
facts. I know It won't be easy.”
*] don't see where I am in-

volved. I—" she began.
“But you are, Ara, and I have
to know why,” Douglas inter-

rupted. “Tell me the truth, Ara
and perhaps I can save you. . . «
What were you doing in Bene
thorne's study last night?™

She turned on him sngrily. I
wasn't In Benthorne's study last
night. What makes you ask that?"

He drew a button—a red, pe-
cullarly-shaped button, from his
vest pocket, held It beside two
similar buttons on the.sleeve of
bher dress. “Haven't you missed
this?®

She snatched the bution from
his hand. “Where did you find
that? Does Dawson know?" Then
s she became calmer: “There are
thousands of buttons just like this
one, why bother me with it?”

*“There are three on your other
gleeve.” It was true.

Dawson. He knows that When

did you find 1t?

“1 found it in & chalr—It fell out
of a chair—last night" Douglas
snawered slowly. “Benthorne was
dead—did you see him lnst night?
He was pleading for the truth,
although his own words were self-
condemning.

“Yes," Ara answered slowly, as
her eyes met his, 1 saw Arnold
Benthorne last night. But it wa»
early in the evening—long befora
he was kitled,"

(To Be Continued)

During 1988, 1,857.350 new
passonger cars weore aold in the
United BStates,

Approximately 1,150,000 per-
sons were injured In auto wrecks
during 1935—of this number 140,-
000 were permanently disabled.

MONEY MATTERS
—That billion-dellar word,
budget, poked its head Into the
news when Harold D. Smith
(above), U, S, budget director,
was summoned by F.D.R. for

“All right, suppose I was In
Benthome's study. I was there
this morning, talking to Captain

talks about budget to be pre-
senied mext congress.
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“What's she divo

rcing him for?"

“Mental cruelty—and $100,000.”

. FOOTBALL

CELEBRITY

OUT OUR WAY

MAW AN PAW'S 1IN
TOWN WITH TH' TEAM-=
NO IR, WE HAVEN'T A
TELEPHONE -« TH NENT
HOUSET WHY, THATS 7
ABOUT THREE MILES, M
BUT NOBODY LWES THERE
NOW! OH, VES,WE HAVE I
ANOTHER HORSE, BUT |
HES A SHETLAND

BY J. R. WILLIAMS

™
SrEAILLIARS,

arj.

WITHERS! ARE
YOU ALL R\GHT 7

}T Yes,
s/

) 1,
/ 1Bl
£,

WASH TUBBS

WAL, ==

STAGE -- HIT OVER THE
HEAD AND WKNOCKE

out-- ﬂoolwggkn

CRAWLIN' FOR &:ufe-s-’

K

i

OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE {

MY WORD, GRIZINI
DO NOT GARRAT TH
MAN sssne ALLOW HIM
BREATHING GPACE /

T e

-
‘;' EGAD, T FEAR TWIGGS";
(¢ HAG JEGTED HIMGELR

v

g v

INTO A DILEMMAY

T HOPE W

E CaN

RESUGCITATE WM
BEFORE HE
STRANGLES /

¥
¥

o .
| vou Cam ROWL ME LR
LIk A RUG IE YOL
WANT TO, PROFESSOR
wna THEN AL THEY
LID ON AND GIVIK
M EXACTLY OWNE )
MINUTE —
YOU'LL FIND
ME 1M TR
BACK ROOM
EATING A
HERRING 7

voor! WeN 26
GRULT GRIZINI
FEENIGH T You Ul
Zk MOUNT VESuv'
WIEEL NOT 4
BLOW LOOSE
6 KNOTe/

1 L :‘

1

—— J, ‘5-‘ TWIGGS
= FOOLING Y WE CAM

L\: HARDLY WAIT /

BY FRED HARMAN

SRATED OM--
HER o¥ |
GSETTIN WELL 15 GONE:

- e

(AT PHETTY SCh00L P AR

GOIN 10 THINW LUCKY

DDA RECOGNILE TRIAKE 18 0P 14 Wi

: THE MAN wWHO TWN L WITH WITHER 6°

A ROBBED noL! PR TN FAY SAFE, T
PO “HiInGH /

ATOUGH DRVAK, |
WITHE RS .- AND YOO

ELLO ,
WHO WAS
FAT BOY L

THE HALL?

ooy /
AT CUTE
PABSED IN

TS A FACT! LUCILLE WAS FOLLOWED ME

WERE.SHES

LD WEAR,
ESE SHOES /

T

/ T v T TE
7 Tumy prv ./ Howey, ponT TELL

ME OUR SOFA 15 GONG

“A perrecriv! T HAVE T BEAR

> Sl HIS WEKGHT !
P PR -t
= A T

: 4
RENTED A AL :
HORIZONTAL  Answer lo Previous Puxle 15 Aside. DOMT ungwoo u’ﬁwr ‘-rS‘SJ“E muEEEqur‘h%“mm
16Pictured  EEUTRREL] [FODENT] 18 Firedogs. oS
football PURSINANENAMAILIAR] 20 Cutting off of
coach. —JANISIPIT TERMFIRITTL ,, yoves.
12 Dyestuff. X 21 He was born
3 in —,
13 Maniple. 25 His —— of
14 So be it coaching is
16 Crucifix, still in uge.
17 Notion. L L] 26 Self.
10 Peers through = A 27 Half an em.
a crevice. TIRE TIRFUMY] | 28 Hail!
21 North DOINAJPEECHA LMH' 29 Green.
. Carolina, ICARENAPE 30 Numeral.
g m m." IBUSHST L ISTS] 31 Aperture,
3 :
%m&tﬂc term, “f’m ot 61 smimﬂl 3: % :fmm.
Trying. raise. evice. 41 Wigwam,
32 Carpet. 50 Palr. VERTICAL 43 The banteng, BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
gigggvu. 51 Transgressors. 1Parrot. a wild ox.
54 Onto. Ordinary, 44 To analyze. S, BOOTS = 1 WAKT 1) oTE
;g &a. 550 - 3 Consumed, 45 Intelligence, 1o TALM, g'«:l '&0\) “;'&i:ém ' &Eﬂh&g{m ?J\?EQ n.t{ TRONWG
ore. 5 bsery Moth. 47 Surface d ACRDEMY_ 1N MY 59»2&%\\& 1L
38 Little devil. Short lellers. 5 Measure of measure, JIGT WANTED You To N
40 Preposition, 38 He was the type. 40 Dug. I UNDERSTARND
42 To corrupt. ~—— coach of 7 Relating to. 52 Nelther,
44 Genus of his day, B8 To heel over. 53 Ever.
grasses, 60 He was alsoa § Bud. 55 Street, 7
45 Compass polnt  college 10 Hangman's 58 Scottish, ;
46 Fills with chem halter 58 Common verb,
longing. —_— le, 50 Transposed.
| 0 il
L B
” fa-r
ALLEY OOP
" A
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